| ff Je The Feſuits ſpeak their 3 merrits. 


| Moſt Holy Father, we do much admire 

Your weighty Goodneſs, and your Reverend Sire, 

| Whoſe helping hand doth for us turn the Scale, VL 

| By him we have, and do, and ſhal! prevail ; 

'Tis not Heavens Power that ſhall fruſtrote this 

| Moſt Brave deſign, whichin the MEAL-TUB is; 

| Nor Presbyterians ſave their hated Throats, 

Now at the laſt, by a Damn'd telLtale Oats. 

If Hell for Maven we matrer- not) Conceal 

This B'eſt Tatreague, by all our Gods the ME AL 

Shall have high honour, on our Altars tlat 

Made into Gods be worſhipt ſmoaking hot. 

This matchl:\s T:cafon, makes it' _ all— 

White as from Tower (craft, or Weſt-ward Hall; 

This wonder-working Euchriſt ſhall do more 

Than Je'uvits Powder, Pearioner, or Whore, 

| Or all the Baftled Plots we e're Contriv d b2fore, 
'Twill make tne Herreticks all agaſt to ſee 

Themſelves th: Plotters, murdered Legally. 

And make us fat with Laughing, how " they will 

Divided fall and one another K:} - 

Tis holy ſport to ſee their blood run Mary 

In eyery Channel of the Burned Town, 

While Changling Robin, Bugbear in the City, 

| Dye the Green Ribbons Red ;, by Hell that” tes,” 


Then ſhall that More, in Northern eye be ſped 
After Exile call'd back to Ioſe his head. 

| ' Bur thefe are ſcraps of whar our TU B contains, 
And Go theſe Coxcombs, with their addled Brains, 
Think e're to weigh us down with Ale and Grains? 
No Punies know, your Reeling throng s out-done,. 
Wee”! make all England ſtagger c're't be Long: 

But talking?s Idle, let*s toaction come, - 

| And ſtrike the ſiroak; may Ruine Chriſtendom. 
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